The Wounded Lover's Lamentation 


SILVIA 


To an Excellent New Tune, Sung at Court. This may be Pꝛinted, R. P. 


Wm, 


r 
Nur 


OJ lobe, (by Jove) J do, Bid the Maids ne'er think of Men: 
Moe than all things here Lciors; | Silvia, this when you can do, 

dolſth a paſſion tull as grcat, Vid me then not think of rou. 

As e'er Creature fancied ret: | 

Silvia, fince mp Headen thou arr, Love's not a thing of Chance, but Fate, 


Eaſe and Ture my wounded heart. That makes me love, that makes you hate; 


Silvia then do what you will, 

Bid the Nicer leave his Oze, Caſe 02 Cure, tounent oz kill: 
Bid the wzetched gh no moe Be kind oz Cruel, falſe oz true, 
Bid the Old be poung agen; Love J muſt, and none bus pou. 
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Had J lob'd as others do, 
Only fo an hour o2 two, 
Then there had a Keaſon bin, 
I thould ſuffer ſoz my fin, 

But fair Silvia let me find 

My dear Miſtrels always bind. 


Love thou know'ſt wit what a fame, 
F adoze poung Silvis's name; 

Let me then ſome pit» find, 

Shoot a Dart and change her mind: 
Change her till the pity me, 

And thy Uotary J'll be. 


On her gentle downy Pzealt, 

Let a üghing Lover reſt, 

Twin'd within. thole tender Arms, 
Fetter*d by thoſe pleaſing Charms; 
Then FJ will hereafter reſt 

On the Pillows of her Bzeaſt. 


Thus voll ſhow rour power and 35727, 
Able both to fave and kill; 


But to kill has always bin 
Held a moſt notozious Sin; 


Foz young Beauties which we live, 
Should be tender as the Dobr. 


In (wect Ezobes we'll aimaps well, 
With moze Joys than tongue tan 75 
There the wanton then we'll play, 
Stcal cach others hearts away, 
Thus we will our Joys renew, 

And be conganr and be true. 


Every Mal den which is fair, 
Should be gentle as the Air, 
When we to the power ſ:2 mit, 
To their Beauty and their Wit, 
Then their Charms will all men move, 


And will make them ever Love. 


P rinted for P. Bzookgby, J. Deacon, J. Slare, J. Beck. 


